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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE HILLS OF SAN JOSfe 

I look at the long low hills of golden brown 

With their little wooded canyons 

And at the haze hanging its beauty in the air — 

And I am caught and held, as a ball is caught and held 

by a player 
Who leaps for it in the field. 
And as the heart in the breast of the player beats toward 

the ball, 
And as the heart beats in the breast of him who shouts 

toward the player, 
So my heart beats toward the hills that are playing ball 

with the sun, 
That leap to catch the sun 
And to throw it to other hills — 
Or to me! 

GRIEVE NOT FOR BEAUTY 

Grieve not for the invisible, transported brow 

On which like leaves the dark hair grew, 

Nor for the lips of laughter that are now 

Laughing inaudibly in sun and dew, 

Nor for those limbs that, fallen low 

And seeming faint and slow, 

Shall yet pursue 

More ways of swiftness than the swallow dips 
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Poems: Witter Bynner 

Among . . and find more winds than ever blew 
The straining sails of unimpeded ships! 
Mourn not! — yield only happy tears 
To deeper beauty than appears! 



THE MYSTIC 

By seven vineyards on one hill 
We walked. The native wine 

In clusters grew beside us two, 
For your lips and for mine, 

When, "Hark!" you said,— "Was that a bell 
Or a bubbling spring we heard ?" 

But I was wise and closed my eyes 
And listened to a bird; 

For as summer leaves are bent and shake 
With singers passing through, 

So moves in me continually 

The winged breath of you. 

You tasted from a single vine 

And took from that your fill — 

But I inclined to every kind, 
All seven on one hill. 
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